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the dormitories, the gatehouse and the bridge leading to
the outer world; on the larger, the square of the main ram-
parts with a vast quadrangle, containing the garrison's
quarters, enclosed in it, and, at its corners, the wooded
bastions. "It's the external dimensions that worry me."
He pointed with his pencil. "What's the breadth of the
outer canal—there?"
"Does it matter?'* Lewis said.
"I don't want to leave anything to chance." Ferrard
lowered his voice that he might not be overheard. "I've a
Belgian in Rotterdam making outside arrangements. I want
him to have his car—there. . . . And either there ... or
there ... I shall do my get-away. It will be dark. We might
not make contact unless the staff-work's perfect—so this
map. . . ."
As they discussed the scheme, Lewis perceived a flaw
in it and suggested an amendment.
Ferrard looked at him. "You're a queer bloke, Alison.
Thanks for the idea. But why did you tell it to me?"
"Isn't it useful?"
"I know. But if I'd had it, I should have kept it to
myself."
"It's not so precious as all that."
"It's damned good."
"You're an enthusiast, Ferrard, you know."
"Well, we all are on this job. . . ." Ferrard was about
to speak again, checked himself, sucked a paint-brush and
considered his words. "Look here, I'll tell you what I'll
do," he said at last, with the seriousness of a diplomat
conceding a continent. "I'm tied up in this scheme with—
with two other people. And it won't work for more than
three. But one of them thinks he may have a better line
elsewhere. Anyhow he may not be able to raise the cash.
If he falls out, I'll take you in. ... Or perhaps you've
something of your own?" He added swiftly: "No, that's
not a fair question. . . . Let's leave it at that. If there's
a vacancy, I'll give you first refusal. No need to decide
now."
But why this elaboration of map-drawing? Lewis won-
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